


hHME WEEKLY 


ENTERTAINER; 


AND 


Tiest of England Miscellany. 





MONDAY, JANUARY 19, 


1x24. {| VOL. 1X.—.s 








ST. RONAN’S WELL, 
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Crara Mowsray was reduced to 
a state of mind bordering on distrac- 
tion, aud her lover only consented to 
a suspension of his revenge on an ar- 
rangement that Valentine should 
give up allidea ofseeing lis betrothed 
again, or even of returning to the 
neighbourhood in which she resided. 
Meanwhile, during his eldest son's ab- 
sence in foreign climes,the father died, 


and Valentine Bulmer (as he was 
named after his mother), took pos- 
session of the title and estates of the 


it was only on 

brother 

was mm stipulation 

ibout to return to St. Roman’s Well, 

that Francis repaired to watch his 
\t this however 

possessed of documents which requir- 


Karl of Etherington. 
hearme that his perfidious 


defiance of his 


mo'ious he be« Aine 


ed only a legal process im order to 


evuabie tim to vindieate to himself his 
birthreg iit Phe last volume, which 
is full of int st, ws occumed clietly 
with t intiizees of the titular Earl 

1 bits ass tes to secure the title 
mid estates \tles cultivating asidu- 
isty tl juamtance of Mowbray, 
Who is tg antof the transaction tn 
Which his sister ts cor ned, by los- 

vy atew houdreds with him at cards, 
the titular Bearl aiakes formal propo 
sals for the brat of Clara, which are 
warmly secouded by her brother. But 
they are receied with disgust, and 


even horror, by the lady Phe titular 
Rarl es St. Ronan of the entire 
of li 


imine table, 


remnant wid his sister's property 


ud takes Chis Up- 
lis suit. 


at th 


portunity ot 


pressing 
prising trom 


tthat has reached 


Din a state ) Ig oeeratiou 
lus losses, and a repo 
tits Sister 


linia por stothel ire 


— ) 


persion which had been cast upon her 
by the traitor Valentine, in order to 
induce the clergyman to consent to 
marry them claidestinely), Mowbray 
returned home determined to seek a 
full explanation with Clara, and to 
compel her marriage with the Earl of 
Ktherington. This scene is perhaps 
the most powerfully wrought in the 
book, St. in re 
proaching his sister amounts to un 

manly brutality. Through the inter 

vention of a worthy old gentleman of 


fonan’s harshness 


the name of ‘Touchwood, one of those 
excellent but 
having amassed a large fortune are on 


a 


eccentnic persons whoa 
the look out for an her, the tutrigues 
of the Earl of Etherington end in his 
But the 
denouement of the tale ts tragical in 


Clara Mowbray, in an 


uy of fearand desperation,fled from 


own complete discomfiture,. 
the extreme. 


within an hour of 
him, and atter 


her brother's house 
her interview with 


waudermg about the greater part of 
a November uight, wasattracted by a 
helt from the manuse of the clergyman 
have had ovea 
to reler. vi 


been removed t 


to whom we already 


sion this dwelling had 


few days before a 


wretched womau, who had bee: 


one 
of the wieked instruments of the Earl 
Kihermyton, aud under the same 


root did Clara al.o meet with her un- 


We must endeavour to 


h py lover 


find room for this touchtug scene :—- 
We have no means of kuowing whe- 

tl her ave lly sought Tyrrel, or whe 
twas, asin the former case, the 

‘ imstance of a light still burning 


vhere all around was dark, that attract 


i er but her next appearance was 

e by the side of her unfortunate lo. 

, the deeply ¢ ged in) writing, 

vi somethin ldenly gleamed on a 
i vu is vl me , which hune 
‘ ii eed up, aud 











34 St Re 
saw the figure of Clara, holding a light 
(whieh she had taken from the passage 
in ber extended hand. He stood for an 
instant with his eves fixed on this fear- 
ful shadow, ere he dared turn round on 
the substance which was thus reflected. 
When he did so, the fixed and pallid 
countenance almost impressed him with 
the belief shat he saw a vision, and he 
shuddered when, stooping beside him, 
she took hishand. ‘* Come away!" 
said, in ahurried voice—* 
iny brother follews tokillus both. Come, 
Tyrrel, let us fly—we shall easily escape 
him, tlannah Irwin is on before- 
it we are overtaken, I will have no more 
fighting—youw shall pomise me we shall 
uvot—-we have had but too much of that— 
but you will be wise in future.” 

“ Clara Mowbray!” eaclaimed Tyr- 
rel. “Alas! is it thus ? 
go,” for she turned tomake her escape 
** stay—stay—sit down.” 

*« |] must go,” she replied, “ Imust co 
—Ilam called—Hannah ” 
before te tellall, and I must follow. Will 
you uot let me go ?—Nay, if you will 
hold me by force,] know I must 


she 


come aWay, 


but, 


wl 


—Stay - 


Irwin is gone 


tuowl 


—but you will not be able to keep me 
for all that.” 
A convulsive fit followed, and scemed 


by its violence, to explain that she w 

indeed bound for the last and dar! ne 
journey. The maid, who at lengt 
swered Tyrrel’s earnest and 
summons, Hed terrified at the scene s 

witnessed, and carried to the manse the 
alarm which we before mentioned 


repeated 


Phe old landlady was compelled to ex- 
change ene scene of sorrow tor a 
woudering within berselt what 
could bave marked th 
with so much misery 


rived at home, what was her a 





mentto find there the danghter of 
house, wh i, even it thre if al enat 
she had wever ceased to love, ina stat 
little short of distraction, atten 
Pyrrel,whose state of mindscemed t 


mere composed than that of 
py patient. The oddities of Mrs 
were merely the rust which accumulated 
upon ber character, but without rampart 
ing its native streugth and energy ; at 

ber sympathies were not of a hiad acut 


evough to disable ber fromthinking an 
actipg as decisively as circumstan 


required 


Mr. V\ 





» Well. 


cht for folk—vye 


e and 


met mauan fri 
gang to another reom.,’ 

“1 will pot stir from ber,” said Tyrrel 
—*} will not remove from her either 
now, or as long as she and I may live.” 

“ That will be nae lang space, Master 
Tyrrel, if ae winna be ruled by common 





sense 

I'yrrel started up, as if half compre 
hending what she said, but remaimed 
motionless 


* Come, come,” said the compassion 


ate landlady ; “do net st 
a sight sair 
heart than . 
tells ye, ve Canna stay here 


ind looking on 


enough to 


brake a harder 


yours, —- vour ain sense 


Miss Clara 


shall be well cared for, and Vil bring 


word to your reum-door trae half-hour 


to hall-hour hew she ts, 


The necessity of the case was un leni- 





able, and Tyrrel suffered himself to be 
led to another apartment, leaving Mis 
Mowbray te the care of the hostess and 
her female assistants. He counted the 
hours ip an agony, less by the watel 


ts which Mrs. Docs, faith- 


than by they 
ful to 


her promise, made from interval 
to interval, to tell him that Clara was 
pot bette: thatsbe was worse—and, at 





fa t,that she did wot thi hatshecoun 


verthen required all th 








precatory f the good Jar 
lady to restra el, who, calm ana 
] common o¢ " Ss, Was pro} 
thor lv fierce and it r ous when h 
} Siw were afloat, nt 1 wont 
j I n, and asce un “ i | 
’ eves, ti of the beloved pa 
Ar] hi ' was a lon 
va interval su long, 
. t at ly I 4 i i t ‘ 
al t Ci to mlept, a 
t pt t ge refresbin hot 
ida \I Dodds, he « 
«! w“ 7 ae ’ 
fea turt pa ' lum 
a wa i \ e same feelu 
( be iMputed to he he ceased 
tra tbls parta  & jis UG al ' 
sad hathert ‘ aud 4 
liltsell a tcha r ‘ move ev 
i finger, ar ld his respiration as 
much as pos tas if he had hee 
eated by the softh iwtient. Mor 
r wis fa ce she has bag 
lady a ired his SY re 
thie \I runt i ‘ 
Vir l m 1 ‘ 








Tyrrel 


either 
live.” 
Master 
minon 


mM pre 





laine 





ission 
incon 
larder 
sense 
Clara 
bring 

hour 


ideni- 
to be 


Mis 











lHeay s sake 


“ Hush, busi, 


he replied; you will disturb Miss Mow 





ray 

“Nacthing w ll dist her, puir 
thing,” advanced Mrs. Dods 6 they 
have mic kle tu answer tur that bre lit 
ier tu th ‘ 

“They have—they have indeed,” say 


Tvrrel, striking his forehead; “and I 
will see her rey un every one of 
them !---( 

* Better 


round woman; but be burst 





frum her 





£ 
and rushed into the a; 








“is life t— n y spark ex 
ict iit acha me Je iferi ico t 
surgeon, a sensible man, wl ud bee 
suUTninO ! from Marchthorn i the 
course of the night The med il mau 
shook h 1d —Hle rus it ie bed 
side, and ouvinced by h reyes 
that the being whose sorrows be bad 
both caused and tred, was np insen 
ble to allearthly calamity i 1ised 
almvost a Sure of despair, as be threw 
himself on the pale head of the 
and, wet with tears devoured it with 
and plays for a short time the tofa 
distracted person Arles ' ith 
peated expos lation of all present, he 
suffered him-selt »>b agam conducted 
to auother apartment, the s reon fol 
lowing, anxious to vive such sad cousola 
tion as the case admitted of. 

66 As you are so deeply concerne f 
th uu wily ta t young la 

sani, ** it mn ’ me sa ict t 
vou, th pamela me, to k \ 
that it has b vce. ued by a pr 
sure on the brain, p bably accompa | 


ind [ feel author 


ug, from the symptoms, that it iif 


had been spared, reason would in a 
probability, never have returned I 
such a case, sir, the most atlectionare 
relation tivsi own, that death, il com 


parison ta life, is a mercy, 


“Mercy!” auswered 


whi, luen, isite ned tom 1k 

I kKuow !—AMy lite Byare bl reveug 
fle started from his seat, and r ec 

ea ly down stairs. Bu is he wa 


about to crush from the door of the inn 


he was stopped by Touchwood, wholad 
just alighted trom lits carriage, Ww 4 
air ol sleru abavicly iusprinted on lis tea 
ve ferent from thers ] 


\\ \\ 


20 


ther would ve he said, laying hold of 

stopping him by force. 
revenyge—lor revenge!” said 
Tyrrel; “Give way, Icharge you on 
your peril Ds 

** Vengeance belongs to God,” replied 
the old man, “and his bolt has already 
fallen. This way—this way,” he conti- 
nucd, dragging Tyrrel into the house 
“Know,” he said, as seon ashe had led 
or forced him into a chamber, “that 
Mowbray, of St. Ronan’s, bas met Bul- 
mer within this half hour, and has killed 
himon the spot.” 

* Killed whom 
wildered Tyrrel. 

“ Valentine Bulmer, the titular Earl of 
Eiherington.” 

“You bring tidings of death to the 
house of death,” answered Tyrrel; “and 
there is nothing in this world left that I 
s uld live for.” 

here remains little more to be told. 
Mr. Touchwood is still alive, forming 
] lans which have bo object, and accu 


answered the be 


mulating a fortune, for which he has 
urenUy no heir. The old mau had 
avoured to fix this cbaracter, as 
as his general patronage, upon Tyr- 
rel, but the attempt only determined the 
latter to leave the « oubtry, vor has he 
since been heard of, although the tith 
audestates of Etherington be vacant for 
his acceptance. It is the opimion of 
v, that he has entered into a Mora- 
Vian mission, for the use of which he had 
reviously drawn considerable sums, 
Since Tyrrel’s departure, no one pre 
tends to guess what old Tonchwood will 
lo with bis money He often talks ot 
his disappointments, but can never be 
made to understand, or at least to ad 
mit, that they were in some measur< 
precipitated by his own talent for in 
trigue and maneruvring. Most people 
think that Mowbray, of St. Ronan, will 
be at last his heis 

Such is the deep and powerfally in- 
teresting catastrophe of St. Ronan’s 


Well. 





ma 


i 


—~———— 


Mi UNCLI A PORTRAIT 
* This fellow, now,is like an over-npe 
meloun—rough outside, with much sweet 
uess under it. '"—The Mountaineers. 
ImaGink& ashort bur ly-faced inat,in 
d j' it’ ! snd salt vat, 


I warstcoa 
red wa t, 








sta Vin Unele. 


light kerseymere breeches, and short 
gaiters; his hat beauishly inclined a 
slight degree from the prependicular 
over his right ear, the left scantily co- 
vered with a few grey hairs suspici 
ously disguised with powder ; an ey« 
of varied expression ; dignified when 
glancing atan inferior, courteous in the 
salutation of an equal, and sa!aviously 


amorous when ogling apretfy girl 
Imagine too “a fair round bel.» with 


good capon lined,” aad th:’ air of con- 
sequent importance, which the ever 
present reflection of being worth a 
plum never f its to impart 


mad you 
have a tolerable camera-lucida 


yor: 
trait of MyUuncle, Timothy Tompkins, 
Esq., citizen and bachelor. 

Your plodding Loudon tradesmen 
of the last century never suffered their 
Imaginations to stray to green fields 
and rural felicity “till they had worn 
out the pith of their existence in the 
acquisition of a competence. They 
built substantial mansions in narrow 
alleys, and immured themselves and 
their progeny in their brick warrens, 
till the thirst of money-getting was suf- 
ficiently quenched to prompt the wish 


for retirement; and then they very 
prude utly withdrew from the tur- 
moils of traffic to die of ennui and 
pothing-to-do-ishness in a dull coun 
try village My honoured kinsman, 
though somewhat tinved with anti- 
qu ited notions and gone-by preju- 


dices, was yet wise enough to leave oil 


r be. 


bargatn-drivingand stock-jodbin 
fore he had lost all relish for ruralty: 
but having passed the meridian of his 
life unburthened with conuubral « iTes, 
he found, after a few months’ posses 
sion of hissnuug cottage ou H unpstea | 
Heath, that the prattle of children and 
the music of a woman's tongue micht 
lave proved less a hoying than chew- 


poe thee end of his own 


musing, 

ding over anewspaper, or contemplat- 
viridity of a duck 
He grew tired of gazing ou 
the Eleath, and listening to the caw- 
ing of rooks and the tinkling of sheep 


bells. ‘The blue sky and the vreee 


mg the stagnant 


poud, 





fields, his grotto and hermitage, his 
thickest hedges, and his flower-prankt 
arbours became alike indifferent to 
his unpoetical imagination ; and he 
sighed for the busy bustle of Cornhill, 
aud the grateful hum of the Royal Ex- 
change. Pent upin his great solitude, 
he felt convincingly how dreary a 
thing it was to lead the life of a ba- 
chelor; and then he tell to reflec ting 
how silly it was of him, some twenty 
years back, to break off his courtship 
with Miss Briggs, the 
daughter, for dishki: 


rich saddler’s 
7 his pea-green 
that if he had bridled hrs 
might have secured the 
tender bit for himself, instead of hold 
ing the stirrup, like a fool as he was, 
to fat Ferguson, the fellmonger of Ber- 
mondsey,who vaultedin his place, aud 
galloped off with the prize. All thos, 
however, was now “ past praying for;” 
and though he had retured, that was 
no re he should be hypped to 
death with the 
stead Pleath. 

his mind to drive to 


coat; and 


anger, he 


is@r) 
ue devils on H tmp- 
fle, there fore, made up 
Loudon once a 


day, that he might look around and 
see how the world wagged; scrupu 
lously resolving to drive no barvains 


either for time or tallow, but merely 
to “peep at the busy Babel,” and oc- 


cast ly secure anold frend to share 
half bos gig, and take a dinner anda 
bed at tos rural domicile. Besides, 
there were other causes beyond th 

mere seuse of loneliness toinduce him 
toadopt this plan. Among the rest, 


he missed his mornine'’s sandwich and 


his bason of turtle. tle bad a tolera- 
ble cook, to be sure; and those of his 
old friends, who occasionally enlight- 
ened bis solitude by dropping in, pro 
nounced her culinary fabrications to 
be excellent. ‘Their commendations 


gratified iis ear, b 
his judgment ; and Birch’s soups re- 
maimed ne plus ultras, which her skill 


could never achieve. 


t did not convince 


As he had no one to please but him- 
self, his scheme was soon put ito 
practice, and a new gig was orderes 


had Witte 


a vehicle 


by the bye, le 











his 
mkt 
t to 
the 
hill, 
Ix- 
ude, 
rya 
ba- 
ting 
Prity 
ship 
ler’s 
reen 
! hits 
thre 
old 
Was, 
Ber- 
ane 
this, 
or;” 
was 
1 to 
mp- 


eup 


i ts, 
1 the 
him 
rest, 
rand 
iera- 
ot this 
izhit- 
})ro 
is fo 
tious 
nee 
‘S Te. 


skill 


lhim- 


ito 


eres 


pettle 





fancy for, and im which nothing but 
the prejudice of the old school against 
riding in a stage-coach, could have 
induced him to peril his vee k. Ilhad 
the honour of initiating him in the no- 
ble science of driving; an acquire- 
meut, he said,which he never thought 
of living to see a gentleman take a 
pride in. fle was immensely awk- 
ward at first; the clumsiest Phaeton 
that ever had a fancy for horse-flesh. 
His fat fleshy knuckles grasped the 
reins with a most ungraceful atr, and 
he brandished the whip like acarman 
However he was highly delighted 
with his new toy; and P shall never 
forget the glee with which he bun 
dled into Batson’s, and shook hands 
with a dozen of bis cronies after a 
Kiven the 
waiter came in for a share of his re- 
gards:— What, Joe! What, here 
still, eh, Joe @ 
eh? Aud Witty the bar-maid, too, I 
declare! Well, Kitty, how dye do ? 
Not married vet, Tsee. Joe 
Can set up 


twelvemonth’s absence. 


Not in business yet, 


and you 
make a match of tt,eh ? 
Joe's coffee-house then,vou know.” — 
A new dawn seemed to have gleamed 
on the old gentleman's existence. Ele 
grew fat and frolicscome, and had 
snug turtle dinners and bacchanalian 
revels at his rus in urbe, “tll, like Sit 


Johu Falstatl, be grew ® out of all 
compass—out of all reasonable com 
pass.” Self-willed, as old bachelors 
usually are, he would no longer suffer 


me to drive, and my equestrain ser 
vices we re dispeused with, “Young 


hair-brained fellows like you,” he said, 





“are not fit companions for sedate 
elderly folks.’ The fact was, he had 
no mind LT should witness the nud. 


night orgies of his rural retirement, 
and [Thad ne inclination to partake of 
them It happened one morning, af 
ter one of his customary devotions at 
the shrine of good fellowship, that le 
attempted to drive to town, hus head 
half muzzv with the last night's de 
bauch. The tit that runin his gig 
was a fine blood mare ofmy own clioos 
me ; and | had more than once to! 
ra - | } 


rhaeny, Chaat he did vot Wh ik vt 
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to the devil, the whip and her hide 
must bekept at arespectful distance. 
“ Attempt to brush a fly off her neck,” 
said I, ‘and depend on it she'll break 
yours.” Well, what does my saga- 
cious kinsman do, but just as he came 
to that deep descent onthe Hampstead- 
road, between the Heath and Camden 
‘Town, and where any manin his senses 
would have held tight the reins, he 
lays half-a-dozen swingeing lashes on 
the mare's flank. Away she seamper- 
ed, helter-skelter; offflew the wheel, 
suap went the shafts,and out tumbled 
my uncle Timothy. The horse was 
stopped with difficulty, the gig was 
dashed to atoms, and my uncle was 
conveyed home to bed. The old boy 
was more frightened than hurt. All 
his limbs were sound, and he had no 
bruises; but terror performed the 
work of reality, and introduced him, 
for the first time in his life, to the 
pleasures of the gout. The grossness 
of his habit, and the irregularities of 
his living, were powerful auxiliaries 
to the virulence of his disorder. His 
temper was not one of the mildest in 
the world, and he indulged freely in 
the popular remedy of expletives. To 
be tied down to bis arm-chair was 
punishment enough; but to be tor- 
tured into the bargain would have ex- 
cited cataraphobia in a less irritable 
temperament tian his. I received a 
note from him a day or two after his 
accident, written in much apparent 
pain, if I might judge by the hiero- 
givphies that were jumbled together 
in its composition. It was couched in 
the following terms :— 

“Bob, you scoundrel, why don’t 
you come tome? Jam dying, you 
undutiful cub, and you won't stira 
peg—lI've had a sad accident, Bob. 
Spilt from that kickshaw cockle-shell, 
the gig. All my bones broken— 
Confound that mare! Your buying, 

bob—on purpose, | believe, te break 
my neck. Got the gout, too, Bob. 
ihe gout, you villam, and you know 
it, and won’t come. Yes; here I 
inay die; nobody cares for me: 


Jy cares fo an old 


bachelor, 








J8 


Bobby, my boy, come to your poor 
lame uncle.—You rascal, if you don’t 
set out directly, L'il cut you off with a 
shilling. ** Yeur loving uncle, 
“Timotny Tompkins.” 
My sensations, ou perusing this 
epistle were none of the most agree- 
able ; not that I dislike the old gen- 
telman ; but [ was so well aware of 
the testiness of his temper, that I felt 
my dependence on him at this mo- 
ment stronger thanever. [knew that 
it hung upon a thread; and that, 
sguare my behaviour as 1 would, | 
could hardly hope to please him. Be- 
sides, | had a tale to unfold, on the 
reception of wiich the future happi 
ness of my life depended ; and if the 
variable wind that guided his wea- 
thercock disposition should happen to 
set in the wrong quarter, a long fare- 
well to all the fairy pictures of telicity 
my ardent imagination had painted, 
L have already glanced at an attach- 
meut of the okl im his 
younger days toMissBiddy Driggs,who 
wedded his rival. ‘The lady certainly 
acted a little precipitately m= the af. 
fair; for had she waited the ebull- 
tion of my uncle’s passion, be would 
; the first to lave 


gentleman 


doubtless have beeu 
viele overtures of peace, Llowever, 


she promptly decided on g her 
haud to the fllmonger, aud lett her 
quondam-beau to recover his chagrin 


tinal 


givis 


and surprise ashe might Sines 
period, he had cherished a bitter dis- 
hike tothe fellmonger; and whenever 
the image of Biddy crossed hisaund, 
he drove it away withthe epithets ot 
ajilt, a coquet, aud an mcoustant 
Now it happened, by the most singu 
lar the thot thre 
daughter of this couple was mtroduceil 
to meata ball Toart, tin 
out of mind,for the exchange ofhearts; 
and, asa matter of course, I 
love. | hope none of my readers will 
take olleuce 
thod of umbibimg the tender peissnou 5 


chanee om world, 
that rane 


eilin 


at this old-fashioned me 


jor | can assure them, that even now, 
hearty are sometimes lost m= ball 
rooms, as prell isin the davs of Si 
f s Crfatidiova. | ship ¢ ti 





hours that preceded my otter and ac- 


ceptance — lovers’ (fetes d-téle are 
maudlin matters for paper. ‘Two ob- 
stacles alone opposed our uniwn,— 
trifles, perhaps, to some folks, but not 
soto us—I mean the consent of her 
parents and of my uncle, on whom 
the reckless generosity of a liberal- 
minded but il-fortuned father had 
left me utterly dependent. It was 
agreed that [should write to the for- 
mer, and make a rird rece appeal to 
the Jatter. Mr. and Mrs. 
were good sort of folks, who were 
anxious tosee ther daughter happy ; 
and they wrote me in reply, that if my 
uncle's be obtamed. 
their’s should not be withheld, Their 
letter contained many expressions of 
regard for their old friend, and an 
anxious Wish foranunion,which would 
et both of 
closer friendship. sum 


Ferguson 


cousent coul! 


fanniies im bends 
This 


and substance of thei epistle, worded 


cone 
was the 


in asomewhat more homely style, but 


contammg all Leould desire And 
now, sa d l, for my nncie 

It was at this eritieal juneture that 
his letter reached me; aud this was 
the business | had to import, Oh! 
thought I, tue miseries of dependence! 
\od on au old bachelor too, the tes 
test animalin theworld! Old bache 
lors are »sortot wald beasts Tlie 
curry ther vatamed ferocities about 
them, to the annoyance of their fellow 
creatures; while a marned man, m 
ninet,-ome cases out of a hundred, ts 
the geatlest berg magimable Ihe 
isswayed and curbed and softened 
down, ‘till le loses ali lis celibactrotrs 


and becomes ronal 


Marriage, like the gentle 
’ 


asperilies, ire 


creature 


arts, “* emollit mores, nec sintt esse fe 
res; t prevents men from deyene- 
rating ito brutes, aud, by the con 
stant collision with woman's wilder 


mind, gives them a portion of her ten 
aer spirit, and humanizes the soul, Ail 


these reflections were engendered by 


the tear that the ancient avimosity ol 
my unele to the very uame of ler- 
rh mt shoukd stand between m road 
thi at fun ! | 
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glued up fhe stairs that led to his 
apartinent, as I held the handle of the 
door in suspense, aud endeavoured 
to screw my courage to the sticking- 
place, ere | turned it round aad ven- 
tured into his presence. The effort 
was made, and the door opened. By 
the side of the fire, half-euriched with 
an old-fashioned screen, sat my uncle 
Timothy, in a capacious arm-chair, 
his legs enveloped in flannels aud 
fleecy hosiery,luis hands resting on the 
elbows of the chair, bis countenance 
flushed aud fiery with pain and vex- 
ation, and hiseyes glaring al the glow- 
ing embers tiabstracted vacancy. As 
1 advanced towards him with the best 
look of condolence | could command, 
he raised his head, and the following 
dialogue ensued :— 

“So, you are come at list. A 
pretty, dutiful nephew—a_ tender 
hearted kinsman. Yes, here T might 
he and languish in ayouy till dow. ns- 
day. Even my own brother's sou 
cares vwolliing for the; uo, vol at 
atom. «Well, sir, what du you stind 
there for, like a stock-fish? Whis 
dont you get ichaw ¢ “sir, 1 fe- 
plied, mechanteally obeytwig him, “1 

F 


assure vou | hever heard of your acct 


dent ‘tll the receipt of your letter 


sud To set off on the tostant Via 
bay you aid, 1) t think of, thoug 
floped to Had your douuele ato lias 
last gasp, lve no doubt. Ds ppow 
ed, tuavshagp > shail live long coough 
vello tire vou out = tothe 
core, boly, N ‘ ‘ r \ i bit'st 
Twenty veurs | K «are of tiyself 
When lL was ys ‘o. chica tt) waste 
my health and wiv mone, uy diuktog 
aid rak hy No Pom iti J rrytnw 
ti those ¢ : * DT should hope, st 
my conduct wor ‘ jut thie ¢ 
uidulifal wish towards an cle Whe 
lias always proved so hind to me as 
you have. =" Ph? Weil, perch ps it 
would. As sou sas, | haven't ce 
served at, Db Dou't thisk you ar 
hharcd-be antes » ever aid You are 
loleval y wel w the world woes; 
‘ \ i iit Hliglity \ i 


3 


Iwasa stripiings Bebby, my boy, 


just shifl my leg on this cushion. 


Zounds! you scoundrel, you've crip- 
pled me. You villain, do you suppose 
my toes have no more feeling than 2 
horse’s hoof ? Did you think you were 
handling a bed-post 2” [| stammered 
out an apology, attributing my inad 

vertency to my anxiety to relieve his 
pain. This soothed hima little. “Why, 
lookye, Bob: you know I am natu- 
rally good-tempered, but it would 
provoke the patience of a saint to be 
cooped up here like acapon, roasted 
as L am by a slow fire, drenched with 
drugs, and fed upon slops. But tell 
me, what are you doing? How do 
you like the law ? Fancy you like the 
playehouse better, Prefer hopping at 
Almack’s, to studying Coke upon Lit- 
tleton, eh ?°—“ Sir, | never go to 
balls."’"~—“* Never go to balls! More 
shame for you. Dare say you never 
saul acivil thing toa lady m your 
life."—* | trust, Sir. L have never been 
found deficwnt im the attentions due 
to the fair sex.°—* Pshaw! | don't 
I know you are a shy- 
cock You've nomore gallantry than 


be heve you 


1 yoose,— HO more spirit than a tom- 
tu. Youre an animated iweberg, 
Zounds! wheo | wasa youngster,the 


uce of a bright eye acted on me 
like a spark ina powder-barrel—l was 
Dare say you 
never formed a single attachment. 
Should like to see you 


married, Bob. —* Perhaps, Sir, vou 


in flemes tu a moment 
Sorry for if. 


could recommend mea wife.”"—* Not 
l, Bob. Luever played the part of a 
match-maker tomy life. You must 
me, lad, and run 


beat up your own 


it down yoursell.”"—*" Then, my dear 
uncle, fo countess the trath, so far froma 
bemg the cold couposition you ima 
gine me, Pam actually engaged toa 
lady,’ —** The devil you are! And 
pray who is she ?°—I! hesitated, and 
changed colour “What are vou 
stammering at? You're not ashamed 
surely."°—* Oh, 


no, sir. Eler uame is--her wame is 


of telling her name, 


that is, her oame is--Miss Julia 


’ 1 . 
lite ( Ce AS 
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er two in mute surprise. “ Ferguson ! 


No relation, | hope, to fat Ferguson 
the fellmouger.” Here was a crisis ! 
It was in vain to repent my precipi 


tauncy. Smeerity wasall | had to‘rust 
to, and I confessed she was his daugh- 
ter. The effect was fearful. He 


never uttered a word; but | could see 
the workings of pride, passion, and 
resentment, as they alternately dis. 
played themselves i the fiery glances 
of his eye, the flushings of his cheek, 
and the quivering of his lips. 
posite his window there grew a sturdy 
oak. He turned his eye towards it, 
and thus addressed me, with an as- 
sumed coolness :—“ Bob, look at that 
oak. When your strength shall he 
able to bend its trunk, you may hope 
to bend my wishes to your will. Fer- 
guson ! I detest the name, and all who 
bear it; and sooner than you should 
wed her, | would follow you to your 
There was something so ap- 
palling in his manner as he uttered 
this denouncement, that I was unable 
to reply; but I was spared the effort 
by the sudden opening of the door, 
the entrance of an old 


Op- 


- _" 
grave. 


and friend of 
my uncle's, who stopped suddenly, 
struck by the expression on both our 


countenances. ‘* Heyday satd he, 
what's the matter? lncle and ne- 
phew at loggerhead, !"-—“ [lere's 
Bob,” replied my kinsman, “ has 


dared to acknowledge a passion for 
the daughter of fat Ferguson, the fel- 
low that - fy 
able, because you Was too sulky to ask 


Well, what is 

that? Julia 
Ferguson is a fine girl, and deserves a 
—* Very likely: but 
do you suppose T would ever give my 


* Married vour ador 


her hand for yourse If. 


there so woudcerful 


ity 
good husb md 


consent to her union with my nephews” 
—* Aud why not? Let me tell you, 
the Fergusons are a respectable anda 
worthy family.” -“ But their blood 
shall never mimgle with mine.’— 
“ Lookye, ‘Tompkins; you're an un 


forgiviuag fellow: your blood would 


suffer no contamination by the union 
aud | cantell you this, that whatever 


anmoosity vou may bear to thems, the 
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always speak in the highest terms of 
you. Mrs. Ferguson, to this day, says 
you are the best-hearted man she ever 
knew 
sumed a more complacent 


My uncle's features here as- 
aspe ee. 
said he. 
* Can you deny that she jilted me 2” 
—“*lean. You might have had a re- 
gard for ber, but it does not follow 
that she was in love with you; and 
surely she had a right to consult her 
ou happiness by marrying the man 
of her heart.”-—“Ulumph ! well, [care 
little about that now. 


** Answer me one question,” 


| hate animo. 
any man; and Bob 
knows it has always been my wishthat 
he should be happy ; and if l thought 
they really wished to renew the ac- 


siy as much as 


acquaintance—” l interrupted the 
couclusion of the sentence by put- 
tingiuto his hand the letter | had 
just received, lle was much agi- 
tated while perusing it,and | could 
see a teor in the corner of his eve, 


lle wiped it away with the back of 


his hand, and desired 


me toreach him 
the writing apparatus. In afew 
minutes a Jetter was written, an- 
nouncig his wish fora recouciliation, 
and giving his consent to the mar- 
riage. Our hearts were toofull to 
sp ik. My uncle reached out his 
hand to his friend. He shook it heart 
ily. “ You've acted,’ sad he, “ like 
voursell, This is as tt should be. 
L quitted the room to despatch the 
letter, and in three weeks’ time be. 


came the husband of the fellmonyver's 
dauchter, QW. Q. Q. 
ACCOUNT OF JOUN SHIEPFILLD, DIK 
OF BECKINGIAM Pith PRIEND oF 
Porl 
W bv Il e 
HavwinG observed that Memoirs 


and accounts of persons, th wich not 


very cousiderable, when writteu by 


themselves have been greedily read 


and often found use ul, not only fos 


the knowledge of things past, but as 


cautions for the future, | have chosen 
to employ some part of that lerure 
Which |have by intervals, anes 
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by reason of decaying health and 
vigour, I know not how to spend bet- 
ter, in setting down exactly and im- 
partially all | could remember of my- 
self, fit te be made public,—a kind of 
picture leit behind me to my friends 
and family, very like, though neither 
well painted nor handsome 

I shall begin at the age of seventeen, 
when, hearing every where the Karl of 
Ossory commended for being a volun 
teer that summer, ina hot engage- 
ment at sea, I weut thither directly 
on board that ship in which Prince 
Rupert id the Duke of Albemarle 
jomtly commanded the fleet against 
‘the Dutch 

Their usuages to me was so civil, 


and the company on bourd them so 
t 


good, that though by a sue den storm 
that parted the two fleets just ready 
to engage, L lost six weeks time there, 


atan age whenit may beagreat ce 


More gale isantly speat, yet Pstayedt 
the feet was lai , not ouly witl it 
Impatience, but any sort of uneasiness 
Yet ‘tis observable, that the first 
night we came into Loudon, the Lord 


B wmv, sil 


wards Lord Treasurer, Mr. Heury Sa 


Thomas Clitford, after- 


vill, aud mysell, though such familias 


friends as to be very often together 
many years aller, were them so sa. 
tiated md cleaved withe h other, by 
our being shat up together so long in 
one ship, that [ remember we volded 
one a ther’s con pany for a whole 
mouth after, though, ex ept myself, 
there could hardly be any more plea 
sant, 

While Jo owas in that ship with 
Prince R ipertan Il the Duke of Albe- 
tarle, FE observed the litter to leave 
all things to the ec nduct a d shill of 
the other | 


all occasions, himself to be vo seama 


declaring modestly, u 


’ 


‘ 


Aud there happened once a hot dis 
pute between them, which will shew 
some part of that duke’s character 


Wheu we first espied the Dutch fleet 
sling towards us, our whole blue 
squadron was astern, much farther 
from ous; so that Pri Rupert 
Vir s 














icevuul of SFohn Shegueld, Duke of Buel ny Rai, 41 


thought it absolutely 
slacken sail, that they 


necessary to 
, might have 
time to jomus. Kut the Duke of 

Albemarle opposed it eagerly, un- 
dertaking that the shipin which they 
were, with about twenty slips more, 
would prove suftictent to beat all the 
enemy's tleet,-—at least hold them in 
play till the rest of ours came up. The 
Prince, astonished at such an unac- 
countable intrepidity, made us smile 
to see him take on himselfthe timorous, 
cautious, and prudential pact, which 
did not use to be his custom. He de- 
clared he would never consent to such 
a rashuess as might very probably 
cost us the loss of our adimiral’s ship, 
aud consequently of our whole fleet 
which obliged the good 
yield at last, but witha 
creat deal of reluctance. 

\s soon as the bloody flag was set 
p, before the storm arose which 
parted us, Mr. Savilland myself being 
ou the deck, espied hun 
charging a very little pistol, and put- 
ting it im hus pocket; which was so 
odd a sort of a weapon on such an ove 
casion, that we could imagine no rea- 


fterwards; 


old man to 
quarter 


sou for it, except his having taken a 
resolution of gomg down into the 
powder-room to blow up the ship, in 
case at any time it should be in danger 
of being taken; for he had often said 
he would auswer for nothing, but that 
we should never be carried into Hol- 
land; aud therefore Mr. Savill and J, 
ina laughing way, most mutinously 
resolved to throw him overbvard, in 
case we should ever catch him going 
down to the powder room 

Our flect happening afterwards to 
go near the shore to take in fresh 
water, Prince Rupert dined with a 
gentleman who lived thereabouts, and 
returning on board ina little boat, 
with only the Lord Blany and myself, 
there b Appene | so sudden and viole ut 
i storm, that we did not lke it; and 
Prince Rupert began to talk of Prince 
Maurice's being cast away by a like 


accident ; upon which IT could not 
but reflecton my family also, since nay 


? 
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grandfather and three of my brothers 
had been drowned. The Lord Blany 
hearing ali this, made us smile in the 
midst of our danger, by swearing, thet 
though he liked our company, he 
wished himself out of it, and 
other boat whatsoever ; since he feared 
the ill fortune of our two families 
would sink him. 

This was the last year of the first 
Dutch war ; yet before it ended, they 
burnt some of our best ships at Chat 
ham, and designed to make adescent 
Which occasioned 


many 


npon vur cousts 5 
the raising of several 
troops of horse, of which | had one 
given me, and was so foolishly fond of 
it, (bemg my first military command, 
that L endured my quarters at Dover 


" ilepe ndent 


as contentedly, and was as sorry for 
bemyg disbanded at the peace, as if | 
had been a mere soldier of tortune 
Atthe next meeting of Parliament, 
I received a writ to su there; 
ing known by every body to be younger 
by three years than the prefixed age 
for the voting in the House of 
it was opposed by Algernon, Earl of 
Northumberland, who very gravely 
moved, that they would rather excuse 
Lords till some years above the aye of 


md be 


Peers, 


one-and-twenty, instead of admitting 


one s0 much younger lu this he cer. 
faintly wasin the right; aud I acqui- 
esced in it the more readily, be 


that heat of youth, which was his ob- 


tus¢ 


jection, made mea great deal more 
than to 
Accordingly 1 follow- 
too much 


inchned to something else, 
sitting there. 
edi it and 
without interruption, till the secoud 
Dutch war. During this time and 
heat of temper, I had the good fortune 
not to be engaged in any than 
bul that had something 
in it singular enough to be related. I 
was informed that the Marl of Roches- 
ter had said something of me, which, 


with eagerness, 


more 


one quarrel, 


according to his custom, was very ma- 
licious, I therefore sent Colonel Aston, 
a very mettled friend of mine, to call 
Le denied the 
and indeed I was soon 


him te account for it, 


words, cvol- 


vinced he had never but 


said them; 
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the mere report, though T found it to 
be false, oblized me, as T then foolishly 
thought, to f 
and the next day was appointed for 
us to fight on horseback,—a way in 
Englanda little unusual; but it was his 
part tochuse, 


go on with the quarrel; 


Accordingly I and my 
second lay the night before at Knights. 
bridge privately, to avoid the being 
set ured nt) London, pou any Susp 
; which yet we 


cion found ourselves 


m more danger of there, bec 
had all the appearance of highway 
men, that had a mind to lay skulking 


in an old inu for one night; but this, 


® nse We 


I suppose, the people of that houne 
were used to, and so took no notice of 
us, but liked us the better. to the 
morning we met the Lord Rochester 


at the place 


of James 


yppoimted, who, instead 


Porter, whom he assured 


Aston he would make his second, 
brought an errant life-guardsman, 
whom nobody knew. ‘To this Mr. 
Aston took exception, upon the ac- 


adver- 
sary, especially considering how ex- 


count of his being vo suttable 


tre mels wellhewas mounted whereas 
we had only a couple of pads; upou 
which we all agreed to fight on foot 
Butasmy Lord Rochester aud I were 
riding into the next field, in order to 
it, he told me that he had at first chosen 
to Heht on horseback, because he was 


so Weak in 
that he 
way, 


body, from his excesses, 

found himself unfit at all any 

much less a foot I tX- 
/ 


tremely surprised, because at that tin 


Wis 
noman hada better re putation for cou 
rage; andmy auger agamst him being 
ause T was satisfied he 
uever spoke the words 1 resented, | 


quite over, be 


took the liberty of representing what 
it would make, if 
without 


aridiculous story 


returned and 


therefore 


we fizhting, 
for both our 
sakes, especially for lis own, to cou 
better of it, 


obliged im my own defence to lay th 
‘ 


idvised him, 


siler since | must be 
faultonu him, by telling the truth 

the matter His answer was that he 
submitted to it, aud hoped TE would 
not desire the advantage of having to 
do with any man in so weak a coud 
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The How of Death. 


tion. I replied that by such an ar- 
gument he had sufficiently tied my 
hands upon condition I might call our 
seconds to be witnesses of the whole 
business, Which he consented to, aud 
so we parted. 

When we returned to London, we 
found it full of this quarrel, upon our 
being absent so long; and therefore 
Mr. Aston thought himself obliged to 
write down every word and circum- 
stance of the whole matter, in order 
to spread every where the true reason 
ofour returning without having fought; 
which being never in the least either 
contradicted or resented by the Lord 
Rochester, entirely ruined his reputa- 
tion as to courage,--of which I was 
really sorry to be the 
though nobody had still a greater as to 
wit, which supported him pretty well 
in the world, notwithstanding some 
more accidents of the same kind, that 
never fail to succeed one another,w hen 
ouce people know a man’s w eakness 


occasion,— 


Sa 


THe HOUR OF DFATH 


Leaves have their time to fall, 
Aud flowers to 
wind’s breath, 
Aud stars to set—butall, 
Thou has all seasous for thine own, oh 
Death ! 


North 


wither at the 


Day is for mortal care, 
Eve fur glad meetings round the joyous 
hearth, 
Night for the dreams of sleep, the 
voice of prayer 
But all for thee, thou Mightiest of the 
Earth ! 


Phe banquet hath its hour, 


Its feverish hour of mirth, aud song, and 


wine 
fhere comes a day for Grief’s oe 
whelming power, 


A time forsoftest tears—-but allare thine 


Youth and the opening rose 


May look like things tou glorious for 
decay, 
Aud smile at thee yut thou are. 
of Lhose 
That wait the ripen’d bloom to seize 
Lhe re 
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Leaves have their time to fall, 
And flowers to wither at the North- 
wind's breath. 
And stars to set-—but all, 
Thou hast all seasons for thine own, oh, 
Death ! 


We know when moons shall wane, 
When summer-birds from farshali cross 
the sea, 
When autumn’s hue shall tinge the 
golden grain— 
But who shall teach us when to look for 
thee 


Is it when spring’s first gale 
Comes forth to whisper where the vio- 
lets lie ? 
Is it when roses in our paths grow 
pale ? 
Phey have on 
die : 


season—all are ours to 


Thou art where billows foam, 
[hou art where music melts upon the 
air; 
Thou art around us in our peaceful 
home, 
And the world calls us forth—and thou 
art there ! 


Thou art where friend meets friend, 
Beneath the shadow of the elm to rest ; 
Thou art where foe meets foe, and 
trumpets rend 
The skies, and swords beat down the 
princely crest, 


Leaves have their tite to fall, 
And tlowers to wither at the North- 
wind’s breath, 
And stars to set—but all, 
Thou hast adl seasons forthipe own, oh, 
Death ! 


TRACING A PEDIGREE 


\ Suan of Persia had a superb war 


bronght to hun for sale, and 
th front 


horst 
called his officers round him 
of his palace, to judge of the annnal’s 
value A gang of slaves, with their 
task-muaster, crossed the court at the 
same time, andone of them, a Greek, 
paused to look at the horse. “ And 
what think you of the purchase?” said 
the Shah rather contemptoously.— 
is a good one, Sire,” re- 
“bot EF wall pawn 


“ ‘The horse 
{ hed the Greek 
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my life—which for aslave ts not much 
—that he was suckled by an ass.”"— 
Suckled by an ass! [t was impossible ! 
But the owner of the steed, being sent 
for, confirmed the statement. The 
mare who foaled him had died, and a 
she-ass, who was in milk, had been 
his foster mother, “ By the hump of 
the holy camel!” exclammedthe Shah, 
*“*the Christian dog has brains! give 
him half a loaf a day, at the expense 
of the public.” ‘The Greek's penetra- 
tion disturbed the mind of the de 

sceadant of Ali; he thought incessant- 
ly of Shortly 
among his treasures he discovered a 
costly globe of jasper. “ Inshallah ! 
I will have this carved in a spacious 
cup,” said he, “ from which lt may 
qualf sherbe rt to the honour of our 
prophets; and that Greek—he of the 
ass—sha'! do the work.” “ Light of 
the Suu!” said the Greek, lis task be- 
ing proposed to him, “this stove con- 
tams an animal.’ Allah Kerim ! This 
was foo much! But the stone was 
sawed in two; anda lizard was found 
in the middle. “ There is but one 
God!” said the Shah. “ By the beard 
of the Prophet! upon which be eter- 
nal ot! of roses.—Give him a whole loaf 
* said the 
Some time still after this, bis 


asses. afterwards, 


a-day, at the public expence, 
Shah. 
Highness the Shah was seized witha 
doubt as to his own legitimacy It 
Was anice point fora King to inquire 
into; but vet he had oauseivings that 
\ti Mohammed had not at-all points 
been his progenitor Lhe Greek was 
privately seat for. “* You,” 


Shah, moodily, “vou, will 


thiis trene 
sail the 

rule the stars,tell me, | command you, 
what was my father ? “| have no 


rt pled thie 


control over the stars,” 
Greek, “ of T should searcely have 
re maimed so long youl prisoner ; but 
as I can judge from observation, | 
should take your Llighness’s father to 
have bakes Qhin this the 


Shah poudered more than ever \t 


been ‘ 


times le deeply blamed his mother 
nee he 
crown, 


dered the Greek to be brought before 


thought of resiguing the 


\t lenzth, he once more or- 


“Tell me, © Christian 


most 
said the Shah, “sinee I am 
the son of a baker 


him. 
accursed !” 
may the eternal 
tell me the 
particular manipulator of flour to 
whom [ owe my being?” “ Your 
Highness’s command,” returned the 
Greek, “ passes my capacity to obey, 


ovens be his portion! 


I have no power over genii, but de- 
rive my knowledge, little as it is, 
from close observation, and compari- 
But how, un- 
less by magic art,” asked the king, 
* could you kuow that my horse had 
been nursed by an ass?” “ It was be- 


son of probabilitic 


cause such fostering in my country, 
Sire uncommon; and that 
from imtta- 
tion, a peculiar mode of carrying their 
ears.”-—* Bismellah ¥ But how did 


Shah, 


» is not 


horses so nursed ac quire, 


returned the 
“that there was a_ lizard within the 
jewel 2” “It was, your Highness, 
that [ have before,in my travels, seen 


vou discover,’ 


such prodigies; and that a certian 
opacity about the centre of the stone 
In question, made me suspect the fact 
in that particnlar case.” “ But, whisk- 
er ofthe Prophet's cat,” exclanmed the 
puzzled Prince, “what could lead you 
to suspect that Lam the son of a 
baker?” “ Pardon me, Sire; but it 
wasa circumstance in yourllyhness'’s 
own conduct.” “In my 
slave? Tell at, or, 
this moment ts your fast,” 
tirst [ told your 
horse you had bought had been nurs- 


coudue t, 
vouson of a dog, 
“When 


Highness that the 


ed by anu ass,y our Highness commend. 
ed my knowledve, and ordered halfia 
loof of bread tobe giventome.” “fF 
did,” rejoed the Shah. “ When a 
second time, I your 
Highness that the globeot pasper con 


discovered to 


tamed an anmmal, your Highness set 
my wisdom above that of vour whole 
court, mcd ordered that | should re- 
ceive a whole loaf of bread.” “ Ladi; 
but what of all tris?” cried the impa 
“On this, Sire, I pou- 


dere rs and I saw 


tient Shah 
within myself, 
The sons of Kings pay good services 
with fouours 

with thanks, and with 


with treasures, and 


jewels—with 
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high offices, and sums of gold. He 
whose farthest conception of largess is 
the giving a loaf of bread, should be 
no other than the son of a baker.’” 





LAST YEAR 
(From the Now Month y Magoeine 


—§*"* See the minutes how they run 
How many make the hour full complete, 
How many huurs bring about the day, 
How many days will finish up the year, 


How many years a mortal mau may 
live.”"—Shakspeare 
Ereutees hundred and twenty- 


three years have elapsed since the In- 
fantof Bethlehem changed the history 
of the Cuiwerse. If we cast our eyes 
backward along the stream of time, 
from the prese nut moment to that 
eventful era,what a strange succession 
of human revolutions ¢ rowds upon our 
Phe Roman Empire —- My 
reader, Gib- 


vision! 
dear Sur, exclaims the 
bon'’s Decline aud Fall occupies of it 

selftwelve goodly volumes, and if yoa 
purpose leading us through all the in 

termediate time, even m the briefest 
summary, we may come to the end of 
our days before you will have com. 
pleted ‘your centuries, Your exor 

dium istoo solemu and grandiloquent 

what is antiquity to us, or we to it? 
Time in the wholesale ts rather too 
bulky acommodity for either a writ 
er or reader of periodicals; but if you 
have any little retail article referring 
to that portion of it with which we 
have both been couversant, and which 
therefore comes home to our business 
uid bosoms—any epitaph,for tstance, 
upon the year which has just expired, 
we will promise vou, provided it be 
not too much inthe lapidary style, (as 
Dr. Johuson honour it 
With a resolute attempt at perusal 


fermis at, te 


Coutrbutors to magazines are like 
“thes who live to please must 
thust 


dare not 


actors 
please to live,” and therefore, 
conditional reader, (for I 
assume thy retention of that title, if | 
do not tickle the 
I promise to limit our ex 


srdes Of thine undere 


standing, 
cursion to the three hundred and sixty 
vl ! nia l ry 


live d 
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horse tne Earth has employed in per- 
forming his last gallop around the 
sun, 

A foreigner of distinction once ask- 
ed a British member of Parliament 
what had passed in the last session ; 
“Five monthsand fourteen days” was 
the reply ; and if many of us were 
asked what we had accomplished in 
the last year, we might be reduced to 
the necessity of stating, that we had 
not only become twelve mouths older, 
but that, exclusive of our little terres. 
trial excursions from Loudon to our 
country houses and back, we had been 
travelling round the suu at the rate of 
fi'ty-erght thousand miles eve ry hour, 
aud, m the rotatury motion of the 
earth upon its own axis, had ¢ omplet- 
ed an five hundred and 
eighty miles in every similar space of 
tine So far we have established our 
claim to be considered asa part of the 
sublime scheme of creation ; but as 
to any thing that we have performed 
worthy ofan intelligent beimg, moving 
msuch a magnificent pageant, and 
obviously feamed for the most noble 
destinies, it is to be feared that very 
few have reason to be proud of 
their exploits. Hundreds of thousands 
are at this moment making up the ac- 
counts of the last year, witha refe- 
reuce to their profit and loss, but how 
many dream of a mental debtor and 
creditor statement to ascertain the 
gains or deteriorations which they 
have experienced in the affections of 
the heart, or the faculties of the head ? 
or how many calculate their chances 
in that eternity to which they are 
three hundred aud sixty-five ‘days 
nearer than they were at the outset of 
last vear ? 

Methinks [ hear the jingling of so- 
vereigus in the breec hes -poc ket of 
some warm, portly, and purse-proud 
reader of Clapham Common or Stam 
ford (hill, as witha complacent chuckle 
he mutters to himself—* L laid by four 
thousand six lundred pounds last 
deems a full and 


additional 


vear’—which le 
triumpbaut avswer to all such umper- 
Amoug a wa- 


tinent tterrogatories 
t Lug 


ld-worshipers like the 
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lish, bowers of the knee to Mammon, 
adorers of the glittering deity which 
Jeroboam set up in Dan and "ethel, | 
cau understand the origi, though I 
do not recognize the validity of this 
plea, Nay, it ts not difficult to com- 
prehend the gratification of the pro 
fessed miser. Nothing is so ridicu- 
lous as to pronounce such a man, be- 
cause his enjoymeuts differ from our 
our own, to be miserab'e, un that ac- 
ceptation of the word which mples 
unhappiness. Tis mode of life being 
lis own free elec ion, isa proof of its 
bemy the best adaptedto lis own pe- 
culiar notious of pleasure, for no mau 
voluntarily prefers wretchedness. — 
Avarice has beeu designated the vice 
of old age ; may it not sometimes be 
its consolation also? When the senses 
have filed, when the affections are 
dried up, When there is no longer any 
intellectual mierest in the world an! 
its affairs, isit not natural, that, like 
drowning men, we should grapple at 
straws—that we should clutch what. 
ever will still furnish us an excite- 
ment, and attach ustothat busy scene 
from which we should otherwise sink 
down into the beuumbing torpor of 
ennul, superannuation, and fatuity ? 
A miser has always an interest in ex- 
istence : he proposes to himself a cer- 
tuin object, andday by day has the con- 
solation of reflecting that he has mace 
new progress towards its atlarmment. 
Ao old man was lately living in the 
city, and perhaps still vegetates, who 
declared that he wished for protract 
ed years, because it) had always 


been the paramount ambition of 


his soul to warrant this tseryption 
upou this tomb-stone —“* Here hes 
John White, who died worth four 
hundred thousand consols.” Tgnoble, 
sordid, base as this ambition was, it 
cheered him ou in the loneliness and 
decrepitude of his eightieth year,and is, 
perhaps, still ministering a stunulant 
to the activity of his warrow mind 
Nor is it a trifling advantage to such 
men, who being generally worth no 
thing but money, would, if left to their 
intrinsic clams, be abandoned to so 
ae 


plude and contempt,that their reputa- 


tion forwealth procures them fricods, 
flattevers, associates, who watch over 
them with more than the tenderness 
of consanguinity, coudole with their 
suflertngs, sympathise with then in 
their successes submit to thei caprices, 
humour thei foibles, and pamper 
themwithpresents. Call them, if you 
will, parasites, plunderers, legacy 

hunters; still their good offices are 
If the object 
of their manccuvres see through their 
motives, it isa gratetol homage to his 


not the less seceptable. 


wealth, an admission of bis superiority, 
isacrifice to the dey whom he him 
seli adores. If he does not, he affords 
ove more proof, that the great happi- 
ness of life consists mm bemg pleasantly 
deceived. Alas! there are many be- 
sides the miser, who would wring 
thew own hearts, if the window of 
Momus enabled them to discover that 
of their friends, 
But while the money spinner is 
endeavouring to sweeten the dregs 


of life, he is unconsciously embuitter- 
death. Unable to take his coin 


with him, not even the obolus for 





Charou, he is only hoarding up a pro- 
perty of which he ws to be robbed; 
for whether he is to be taken from his 
wealth, or his wealth from him, the 
result is equally tormenting. Post- 
obits and reversions, however he may 
have gained by them after the death 
of others, will bring him in nothing 
afier his own; so that he will have 
the mortification of reflecting, that he 
has been accumulating money, and 
eking out his life, ouly to aggravate 
the pangs of parting from both. Sub- 
mitting this “ trim reckoning” to the 
consideration of the aforesaid eitizen 
of Clapham Common or Stamford 
fhill, | would sugzest that his four 
thousand six hundred pounds may not 
be so all-sufficing an evidence of the 
beneficial employ meat of last year, as 
the progling 
pocket may have led him to conclude. 

And your ladyship ? 


of the sovere ins th his 


may | enter 
upon record that you are well satis- 
fied with the employment of the erght 
or nine thousand hours of the last 


‘ sy? “© D hiave 


it least prisscel them, 
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sir, in a manner perfeetly becoming 
inv rank and station Lhave been at 
every fashionable party of any noto 
riety; my own routs have been bril 
hantly attended ; my pearls have been 
new set by Rundel) and Bridge; my 
Opera-box has been exch mged for 
ove in a better situation; iois um 
versally admitted that [I dress more 
tastefully, as well as expeusively,than 
Lady Georgiana Goggle; | have be- 
come so far perfect in’ Learte, that 
though I pity more, I lose less, and 
adverting to this unquestionable 
proof of improvement, it cannot be 
said that | have altogether lost my 
lime.” —Certainly not, madam, you 
have only thrown it away. [| acquit 
vou of ifs occasional and accidental. in 
order to convict vou of its constant 
and premeditated misapplication, 

Be not alarmed, youug lady ; it is 
unnecessary to subject you to the sam 
interrogatory,for those downcast eyes 
and that haltsuppressed sigh suffi 
ciently reveal that) you are but ill sa- 
tisfied with the appropriation of your 
time during the past year. It is the 
misfortune, and not the fault of your 
youthful females, that the artificial and 
rT rverted modes of society, as it iscon- 
stituted in Eagland, condemn them 
to a perpetual struggle with all the 
aspirations of nature; that they are 
sentenced to a round of heartless dis- 
sipation, to be paraded and trotted up 
and Gown the matrimonial Smithfield, 
in the hope of striking the fancy of 
some booby or brutal lord and master; 
2nd that a tailure in this great object 
ofthen existence, pitiable as it is, em 
bitters the termmation ofevery yea: 
with corroding anticipations of wan- 
ing beauty, and all that sileut fretting 
of the spirit, which guaws the heart 
inwardly while it suppresses every 
external manuilestation Few objects 
are more distressing than to contem- 
garlanded victims 
gradually witherme lke a rose upon 


plate vne of these 


is stalk, shedding the leaves of hes 


beautv ove by « ne, mid at last fallhog 


to the earth m= premature decay, 


vreserving a droopmg existence with 
NY } se 
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utterly away, ‘These are the blooming 
virgins yearly sacrificed to the Mino- 
taur of Luxury, which, prohibiting 
all marriages ina certain class of life, 
thatare not sanctioned by wealth, de- 
bases one sex by driving it to licen 
tiousness, and dooms the other to be- 
come a pining prey to unrequited af. 
fection and disappointed hopes. 
Never have | been more painfully 
awakened than when in the dead si- 
lence of midnight | have been startled 
by a peal of “ triple bob-majors,” 
which in performing their foolish cere- 
mony of ringing out the old year, send 
forth their imappropriate echoes into 
the universal darkness, and scare the 
repose of nature with their obstrepe- 
rous mirth. Itis an unhallowed and 
irreverent mode of solemnizing the 
twelvemonth'’sdeath. Ltis as ifat the 
funeral of a deceased parent a rejoic- 
ing chime should suddenly burst 
like a peal of laughter from the bel- 
fry instead of—the sad—slow—dee p 
toll of the single passing bell. These 
iron tongues should not be allowed to 
shout out their indecent merriment at 
a cousummation fraught with so many 
inscrutable mysteries and appalling 
associations What! are we cannibals 
to rejoice that a portion of our best 
friends have been actually eaten up by 
the omnivorous maw of time? Are 
we saints and of the elect so fully 
prepared for the blow of death that we 
can carol at being brought three hnn- 
dred and sixty-five days nearer to the 
edge of his scythe #@—Perhaps it’ may 
be urged, that these noisy vibrations 
ire rather meant to salutethe present 
than the past year, to celebrate a birth 
not adeath, to welcome the coming 
rather than to speed the parting guest, 
and that upon the accession of a pew 
veor, as of anew king, ther brazen 
and courtier like loyalty finds more 
delight m the glory, which as) rising 
and full of pronuse, than i that which 
has set and can bestow nomore. ‘The 
aucients divided thetr annual homage 
with a less obsequious selfishuess 
J nus, who stood between the two 
sears, gave his uame indeed to the 
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first mcuth, buthe was provided th 
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a double fave, that by gazing as stead- 
fastly wpon past as future time he 
might inculcate upon his worshippers 
the wisdom of bemg retrospective as 
wellas provident. But Janus was an 
ancient and a god; had he been a mo- 
dern and a man, he would have known 
better! 

Hlowever it may have been partial 
ly misapplied am! wasted, the last 
year may still, perhaps, have mate- 
rially advanced the sum of human hap- 
piness; as it is impossible tosolve this 
point by an examination of individual 
evidence, we will decide ut by a show 
ofhands. All you who are as much 
or more discontented with your pre 
sent lot than you weretwelve months 
ago, please to hold up your hand 
Heavens! what an atmosphere of 
pelms, gentle and simple, fair and 
furrowed,cosmeticised and unwashed; 
what a forest of digits, some sparkling 
with diamonds, some unadorned, and 
a whole multitude cinctured with the 
wedding-ring !— You,on the contrary, 
who feel yourselves happier than vou 
were—hold up your hauds. Alack ! 
what a pitiful minority! A few youths 
who left school at the last Christmas 
holidays, and an equal number of 
girls who, having disanssed their go- 
vernesses, are to come ont this season 
Young and sanguine dupes, eniey 
your happiness wlule ve may: Tam 
not serpent enough to whisper a sy! 
lable m vour ear that might wecele- 
rate the loss of your too fleeting pa- 
rucdise! ll 


VARIETIES, 

Hume's History of Eneland [t is 
not generally Known how much Elume 
When living oo 
Edinborgh, busy with that classreal 


revised his History. 


he was tutmmate with 
anold Jesuit, who, lke most of the 
order, was a scholar, and a man of 


composition, 


taste; to his opmion, as the parts 
were finished, the manuscript work 
was submitted Soon after the pub 
lication of Elizabeth's reign, the priest 
happened to turn over the pages, and 


wus astonished to find on the proted 


Last cur. 
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page sins of the Scottish queen that 
never suliied the written one; Mary's 
character was directly the reverse of 
what he had readbe'ore. fle sought 
the author, and asked the cause 
“Why, (answered Lume, the printer 
said he should lose £5C0 by thatstory ; 
indeed he r. fused to}print it; so lL was 
ob'iged to refuse it as you saw,” 
Only a Cold.- 
may serve to warn people in the first 
place from catching cold through thei 


The following case 


own folly, aud trom ce laying the pro- 
perremedies :-—A fellow-pupil of ours 
was about to be married to a desery- 
ing and atluent young lady, he having 
completed his professional studies The 
wedding day was fixed, and the hap- 
ill the bless- 
their 
lacy wenttoa 
ball lightly clad ; uext 
was attacked with a sore throat, but 


py couple anticipating 
ngs apparently lhovermg over 
future hfe, when the 


morning she 


paid no attention tort, although her 
lover warned her of ber danger, and 
eudeavoured to persu we her to take 
however, contented 


medicine, She, 


herseli: with saying at would soon go 
vlf—“ it was only acold.” lu three 
days more she could not swallow, from 
the swelling of the internal parts of 
the throat, and to save her from suffo- 
cation an operation was immediately 
proposed. ‘This was permitted, and 
was performed by two of the ablest 


When the tu 


mour Was pene trated, that ace went, 


Surgeons m Ireland, 


Which often h yp pens, ile prived her of 
hfe—tie contents of the tumour sullo 
Vedu l fedroser. 


Vaguetism.- 


cated her 
The tollowing interest 
my anecdote relative to the magnet 
ismon chronometers, has been com 
monicated to a screntitic Journal :— 
“Wien Llarrison’s time keeper was 


under trial at Rechmoud, it did not go 


as Was expected No one suspected 
the cause tillhis late M yesty Ceorge 


HL, who 


about the moauchiue, suggested that it 


miterested himself much 


was allected by a magnet which wa 
Ining weart. The magnet was ve 
moved, and the time-heeper recover 


ed its rat 





